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whether that particular p'int happens to be pleasant. 'Tis that little small 

argyment of mine that has confounded Mr. Mullen more than once when 

he meets me on equal ground outside the pulpit. 'Mebbe 'tis an' mebbe 

'tisn'tJ as I remarked sociably to him about the matter of eternal damna 

tion; but you can't deny, can you, suh, bein' outside the pulpit an' bound 

to speak the truth, like the rest of us, that you sleep a long sight easier 

in yo' bed when you say to yo'self that mebbe 'tisn't." A perfectly de 

lightful character-study from beginning to end is old Adam, with his in 

digenous wit, his true wisdom of the soil?" when it comes to crops or the 

weather I'm firm fixed enough in my belief, but in matters of religion I 
hold with the onsartain "?to the last scene in Bottom's Ordinary where old 

Adam expounds philosophy to his son: 
" 

Human natur' is generally made 

with a streak of foolishness an' a streak of sense, just as fat an' lean runs 

in a piece of bacon. That's what I say, an' I reckon I ought to know, bein' 

turned ninety." He is a masterpiece of portraiture as wonderful in kind, 
as true to life as Ghirlandajo's picture of a grandfather with a wart on his 

nose and a glance as tender as the blessed Virgin's. 
Old Adam is the finest portrait in the book, but Solomon Hatch and 

Betsy Bottom of Bottom's Ordinary, Sarah Revercombe, with her flowers 

and her sharp tongue, her stoic sense of life, and tenderness to the grand 

parents, are almost as fine; and Angela, that egoist and despot, who by 
virtue of physical frailty and transparent loveliness goes through life riding 
the wave of other people's sacrifices, is a very remarkable bit of observation, 

while for hard pathos there are few bits of portraiture equal to Aunt 

Keziah. The main story is concerned with the love of Molly Merrywether 
and Abel Revercombe, but the background of humanity in which the two 
chief actors are set is so fascinating as to lure one over and over again to 

the minor figures. For the first time we feel that an American novelist may 
come who shall stand equal to Hardy. Miss Glasgow has a like eye for 

landscape, a deep sense of the interplay of soil, climate, and character, 
as deep a probe for the human heart. She has, too, as witness the pages 

dealing with the death of Jonathan Gay as full a philosophy. These pages 
are written with a poetic and strangely mystical sense of the wholeness of 

all existence. The death of Reuben is reminiscent of two earlier books? 

namely, the wonderful end of Waldo in The African Farm of Olive 
Sehreiner and the death of Florrie in Alice Brown's Eose McLeod, but 

the death of Jonathan is a piece of writing which we should be at a loss 

to find equaled elsewhere. Miss Glasgow began as a novelist with the 

publication of The Descendant before her twenty-first year. She has pro 

gressed steadily, producing a novel each second or third year. We feel that 

in this, her ninth book, she shows herself a worthy successor to Thomas 

Hardy, as able and as profound in her own field as he was in his. 

The Long Roll. By Mary Johnston. New York: Houghton Mifflin 

Company, 1911. 

It was told that when Mary Johnston's first novel was published a young 
professor handed it to another, saying, 

" 
If you want some fun here's a 

dime novel well written." Miss Johnston began, indeed, with the novel of 

adventure and she was nothing if not prolific of them. 
" 

A thrill a page 
" 

was another of the gentle advertisements of one of her first books. In re 
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reading those early books what one notes is excellent writing, a good knowl 

edge of literature, especially eighteenth-century literature, a keen sense for 

event, and a total lack of grip upon human nature. Her books were book 

made; the work of an imagination fed upon romance, but, alas! strangely 

lacking in heart and human experience. But Mary Johnston, like Ellen 

Glasgow, has been a serious craftsman. She also has meant to do the thing 
worth while at all costs to herself, and her novels have steadily improved. 
Lewis Rand added to a fine historical sense a real power of characterization. 

The Long Boll is the best fictional study of the Civil War that has yet 
been done in America, and it achieves the impossible; it fairly makes that 

worn and hackneyed subject throbbingly alive. The very marches and 

countermarches, the despatches and orders, take on life under Mary John 

ston's keen and vivid sense of the past. Old soldiers, men who have 

marched through the very roads she describes and fought the battles she 

writes of, say that her minute knowledge of every detail of the war is 

little less than a miracle. The portrait of Stonewall Jackson is, of course, 

the central point of interest, and it is, as portraits go, doubtless remarkably 
true. His lemon and his feet are, perhaps, somewhat too much in the high 

light, but the whole thing is as able an historical study as we can show 

in the fiction of America. 

A Big Horse to Ride. By E. B. Dewiing. New York: The Macmillan 

Company. 

It is the way of adolescence to begin with self-contemplation and slowly 
to widen the gaze until it reaches the outer world. Miss Dewing is amaz 

ingly young and amazingly clever. If she continues to write novels and to 

turn her penetrating gaze slowly from the inner to the outer life she may do 

something very well worth while. Those writers who begin with the outer 

apprehension, as did Meredith, often become too intellectualized, too im 

partial and inclusive for a wide audience. Those who persistently liarp on 

the personal string go crazy, as did Nietzsche. There is a happy medium in 

which the personality, while never dissolved, is slowly broadened to take in 

the surrounding world, and we get as a result a universe temperamentally 

sifted. 

elust now Miss Dewing is still at the intensely subjective stage of ex 
istence. We do not mean to say that because Miss Dewing gives us in 

A Big Horse to Bide the autobiography of a dancer that she herself is a 

dancer. Rather we fancy she has made a close study of the cool-headed, 

light-toed Genee and has endowed her with the writer's swift and curious 

intelligence and so made a very enthralling heroine. We note with pleas 

ure throughout the book the insistence upon 
" intellectual integrity," which 

is as much the dominant ideal of the highly educated woman of to-day as 

tender susceptibility and emotional submission were of the Early Victorian 

lady. Not that the young lady of the novel is passionless; there are more 

love-affairs, light and heavy, than the old-fashioned like to contemplate; 

she runs the gamut from a chase around the tea-table to be kissed to the 

six years' desertion of an estimable husband; but with all this she still 
records that " a skirt held well out of the dust" is, after all, the most fertile 
field of passional analysis. Exactly how dust would be symbolized to this 

proudly intellectual lady we cannot guess. The old-fashioned lady did not 
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